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NIRVANA 

THE BUDDHIST'S FINAL GOAL. 

NIRVANA, state of rest unbroken, where 
Benign extinction of all passion rules — 
A rest so deep that in eternity 
It shall not be disturbed — I long for thee ! 
After life's storm and stress thou grantest peace. 
Weary of this world's wild anxieties, 
Its pains and empty pleasures, I will seek 
The everlasting in blank vacancy, 
Thus to attain the boon of dreamless sleep 
From which nor rancor of a villainous 
Intrigue, planned by malevolence or hate, 
Nor the misfortune of a sorry slip 
Of my misguided feet, will waken me, 
But unconcerned and calm I shall remain 
In perfect quietude. For I'll be safe 
From all the worry and from all the trouble 
That restlessly stirs life and keeps it moving. 
The bustle of the world, its vulgar noise 
With its deplorable afflictions, trials 
And eke malicious slander, will be hushed. 

There is a refuge, vainly sought for here, 
And in its sanctuary I'll find shelter 
From life's great woes and small annoyances. 
There paltry problems will no longer vex 
Nor will demand immediate solution. 
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I shall no longer be disquieted 
By urgent needs to be responded to 
In energetic action. E'en my ego 
With its ambitions, wants and vanities; 
Its recollection of the past with all 
Its sweet and bitter memories — all that, 
My very consciousness, will be extinct. 
I shall be left in tranquil emptiness 
And in a soothing void of non-existence, 
A clean, pure state of rest most absolute, 
Without the slightest ripple of disturbance, 
A panacea for all earthly ills, 
An anodyne for any pang or pain. 

In former ages mankind felt assured 

Of a survival of the soul. The savage 

Met his dead parents and his friends in dream. 

He saw them, he conversed with them, and dreams 

Were real to him just as actual life. 

When man grew wiser, he began to doubt 

And he grew anxious for convincing proof. 

Though proofs were negative, yet he still clung 

To hope expressing his desire to live 

And to prolong his life beyond the grave. 

Oh foolish man, why dost thou shrink from death 
And yearnest greedily for prolongation 
Of thy ill-favored self? Thy selfishness 
Thou wishest to preserve, thy abject foibles, 
Instead of gladly hiding them into 
The darkness of a taciturn forgetting, 
As in wise justice Nature has intended, 
Thou wouldst perpetuate with petulance 
And peevish childishness that of thyself, 
Exactly that, whose riddance should be welcomed 
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As a great boon, a seemly liberation 

From slavery, its drudgery and curse. 

Why should we cling to chains that burden us 

When we might cast them off and free ourselves ? 

Why should we serve new terms as sentenced convicts 

When duly our acquittal is pronounced 

And a reprieve has graciously been granted? 

Mara, the Evil One will envy me 
In my benign repose ; he will continue 
His vicious persecution. Shall I help him 
And do the wrong myself unto myself 
By pressing from a place of safety into 
My prison with its ugly bars ? Oh no ! 
No, I shall not! For I prefer my freedom! 
There I shall be where most malignant foes 
Shall not be able to do any harm. 
And if they should go on abusing me 
I shall no longer heed their defamation ; 
I'll leave them to their fate which in full justice 
Will come to them without my interference. 
Their lies no longer touch me. In Nirvana 
I shall be free; the vicious will remain 
In a gehenna builded by themselves. 

The wild desires of my hot pulsing heart 
Will then be calmed, all hunger will be stilled, 
All thirst be quenched in deepest satisfaction. 
And mine shall be the glory of Nirvana ; 
Having achieved the conquest of all pain, 
Having attained final emancipation, 
It will be mine, Nirvana will be mine. 
I shall be free when I have closed mine eyes, 
To enter death, life's solemn grand finale, 
Its fruitage, benison and consummation. 
Nirvana's holy peace shall then be mine. 
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Indeed it is mine here ; I live it now 
If I but understand the art of living 
The truth : It is and will be mine, when I 
Surrender transient things to transiency 
And live in that alone which will endure. 

Oh, the inanities of self ! how puny, 
How paltry are they; and how kind is death 
To brush them off with gently sweeping stroke 
Like spider webs out of a gloomy corner, 
Together with the spider who has built them. 

O let them go without regret and sorrow, 

The ego with its portion is not worthy 

Of preservation. It is but the burden 

Of our existence, the receptacle 

In which the weaknesses and faults of life 

Are bred, in which its plagues are caught and stored. 

So let them go and bless their disappearance. 

They are like painful sores that should be healed, 

And when our ego passes they are cured. 

The right ideas only which we've thought, 

The good deeds too which we have done and things 

Of beauty we have shaped, they shall survive. 

They are our better selves ; they will be helpful, 

Helpful to others, to the generations 

That are to come, helpful like gifts of God, 

Like rain or sunbeams, showered down on earth, 

Profuse, unstinted, and with utter lack 

Of egotism. But do not cling to self, 

Nor yearn for any undue preservation 

Of personality. Our ego's life 

And all that's of an accidental nature 

Be handed over to its destination 

Which is a dissolution into naught. 
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Our conscious ego has originated, 

It has been growing, and 'twill pass away. 

Such is its destiny and so 'tis best. 

But I will glory in my future lot — 

Nirvana's boon, the state of perfect peace. 

Yea, I can enter even now into 

Nirvana's hallowed temple where my soul 

Is liberated from all transiency 

And will be ready for a final exit 

Out of existence with its narrowness 

Into the better and superior realm, 

The realm of bliss, Nirvana's noble bliss. 

Praised be Nirvana, glorious radiant state 
Of biding peace, hope of all living creatures 
And comfort of the dead. Holy asylum 
Which grander is than highest joy in heaven 
And more divine than the divinity 
Of Brahma and his gods in all their splendor. 
Praised be Nirvana, goal of all the Buddhas ! 
And blest is he who enters there, who lives 
There in Nirvana; lives there in the truth 
Which therein is revealed; he who is free 
From vain attachment, who's above temptation. 
'Tis he in whom all passion is extinct; 
Who has attained life's final aim Nirvana, 
Goal of the wise, and of the blessed Buddhas. 
He who has reached it is the Conqueror, 
The conqueror of Evil, the great Jina, 
He's the Enlightened One: he is the Buddha! 
And he is blest ; the Buddha, yea ! is blest. 
Pathfinder to Nirvana ! Praised be he ! 
Namo tassa Bhagavato Buddhassa. 

Paul Carus. 



